THE   GESTAPO   ON   MY  HEELS

sentenced to four months' imprisonment. But Presi-
dent Benes made the sentence ineffective by con-
tinually postponing my appeal

After this appalling story I shall pass over the minor
attempts that were made to get me. I can only smile
when I think of my faithful Constantin's poison-bottle,
of the anonymous letters that summoned me to gallant
rendezvous, and the ill-advised attempt made by an
English pseudo-journalist to persuade me to spend a
sentimental week-end in the Sudetenland.

I shall only describe two incidents that have a cer-
tain political bearing.

In January^ 1938, on my way back from Switzer-
land, I spent a few days in Vienna. I was warned by
Herr Guido Zernatto, leader of the Fatherland Front
and Minister without Portfolio, that Hitler's men now
had orders to shoot me as soon as I set foot on Austrian
soil. Herr Zernatto said the Austrian police could
not guarantee my safety, and advised me to avoid
Vienna.

This was two months before the Anschluss. That will
be sufficient to indicate the terror already prevalent in
Austria.

The second incident occurred in Prague seven
months later. A member of the Black Front warned
me of a plan to kidnap me in the car belonging to
Colonel Toussaint, Military Attache at the German
Legation. The plan was said to have originated with
von Bibra, Counsellor of the Legation.

Colonel Toussaint's chauffeur, who was naturally a
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